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MAD EMPRESS DYIKG.

The Unhappy Charlotte of Mexico Is Fafl-
ing Rapildly.

It was a melancholy dny for the members of
the royal family of Beiglum on June 7, when
they mads their anoual official pilgrimage to
the Chateau de Bouchout, near the village of
Meysee, to present their ‘best wishes” tothe
unhappy Charlotte, ex-Empress of Mexieo.
It was tha ffty-fourth anniversary of her
birth. Her condition sines sbat day, too, has
continued to grow worse, so that itis be-
lieved the princess Is soon to bo relieved by

death from ber sufinrings,

Until a short time ngo she had at least mo-
ments when she appeared to be hersell and
understand in part at least what was said to
ber. Theso moments camoe most frequently
in tha presence of hersister-in-law, the queen,
for whom sho always manifested a deep love,
Few persons nre allowad near her, in fact, as
the presence of one whom she does not like
or who is unknown to her nlways makes her
tremble and thus increases her sufferings.
But she had always welcomed the queen,
whoss presence as eflect upon

her.

But when her majesty approached heron
the birthday suniversary mentioned the ex-
empress looked upon her with stony eyes
from which no ray of intelligenoe fashed.
Erven the nopouncement o fow days ago that
har favorits nives, Princess Jossphine, had
been married bad no effect upon her, Ehe
did not reallze the meaning of the words
spoken, Until recently she played dally on
her plano, nnd her improvisations st times
wero bDenutiful—the fancles of & mad brain.
But now she his no Interest in musle,

Shu Is growing weaker dally, nod the end of
har suffering Is not thought to be far distunt,
Bhe eares little for dress now, while lor years
she was fond of decking hersalf in brilliant
colors and wearing beautifal costames, Dally,
among other things, a new pair of white
gloves had to be lald on her dressing table,
but these she mow never draws over her
shupeiy hands. She has givon up her walks
and romains in her room day afterday, mostly
stretohed out on her bed, her eyes haggard
and her fuce thin and pale,

The people of Belgium have twken the
deapest luterest In the wellure of the Princess
Charlotte, as they nlways call her, ignoring
the titls of empress, in the Lwenty-seven yeurs
slnce the loss of hor reason.  There 18 u tradi-
tiug or belief in Belgium that her condition Is
due 1o o drink made from a plant in Mexico,
administered to hor by her enemiss o the
lund over which ber hustand ruled for so
ebort wtime, The plant, §t s said, cansed the
loss of reason and geadunl death.

But thero are other ways of explaining the
lnmestiable afffiction of the
suid lovely woman,

useh which she passed, the humiliations
suffersd, tho violomt emotions
w felr, the thought of her husband—

wh
all tanded to shinke hor reason,
It war an her retarn from St, Cloud, where

t 111 had recelved her, that the Hmt
iptoms manifested thomseives. He
thi=n flually unnoutiosd that he wounld do
nothing for tier and wns to recail the French
troops from Mexico, advisiog Maximilian to
glve up an impossible struggle and relurn to
Europe, Sheleft Nopoleon | fn despalr, and
urriving at the Graod Hotel in Paris sho had
tack of feanuity. 10 AWMY, Fou milser-
hoag, go away,” she oried to Mesers,
and Do Valle, her fnvorites amoug

onco ambitious |
The sxciting incidents |

ber husband's counoflors, who had sccom-
panied her on ber mission,

A littie later sho made her gll;'rlw to
Home to seo the Pope and beg his Intarces-
slon with the Mexican clergy as n last resort.
Falling on her kness before his holiness, she

oried; . issue s ball, I u, 1o
t. Peter. ; mn e

all Christinns, con ng
imprison me,”
® politionl which she had wished to
:lnyemhll in supplieation, She shut
erself up soon aftsrward in the Chatsau

Mirsmir, and In;r she w:lm‘ t::m?am‘d l':
Belgium, where she wus co! a

the castle of Tervuersn and still later in the
Chatean Bouchout, whers sne is to-day.

It is uneertain whether she ever knew the
roal ond of Maxmilian, At least for years
she has belioved that ha still lives asa pris-
oner in Mexico, Only a few months ago she
wrote letters to all the soversigns of Europe,
demanding thelr aid in his belall,

e et A .
TO HELP BEAT OLD HICKORY.

Curious Relic of the Campaign of 18348
Owned by a Michigan Man.

Ira H. Bepjamin, & geotleman living st
Romeo, Mich., is the possessor of a curious
relio of the Presidential eampaign of 1834, It
is a copper coln & d by the opp of
Gon. Andrew Jackson, who was then running
for President for thesthird time, he having
once boen defeated. The coln or token i
about the size of an old copper cent and bears
the following Inseriptions:

On one side encircling the center mre the
words: *‘Perish oredit. Perish commervce,
1684." In the center ia the fizure of & bog
runniog, with the words “My third heat" on
it; above the hog, “”Y victory;" below it,
“Down with the bank.," On the other slde
enciroling the center are the words: “My
substitute for the U, 8. Bank." In the center
ts o medallion of Juckson, and below it the
nrlanh: “Experiment, My ourrency. My
E ur,l_"

Thess coins are now very rare, althouch
ones there were o great pumber in circule-
tion,

— e —
Long Skirts on a Blcycle.

A recent bioyole aceident to a young girl in
North Attleboro hasi the d of
skirts, Her dressin somes way became en-
tangled in the rear wheel of her machine and
wound around the sprocket and chainso
tightly that she was thrown to the ground.
Fortunntely she was riding elowly, 8o that ns
sorions Injury resalted, except in her skirl,
In vain she worked and tugged overit. Ina
few minutes =he was surrounded by sympa-
thizers of the teminfon sex, and vurious expe-
dients wern proposed, but flnally the only
practical one wis ndopted, Another skirt
was sent for, and behind the sheltering group
this embarmassing change was effocted, and
the labyrinth of bleyele and  skirt was
left in a friendly dooryard untli the girl's big
brother would ecall for it.—Doston Adver-
tiser,

—_— i ——
An Inherltance Tax of 58,500,000,
fFrom Lomdon Truth. )

The Duke of Westminster is asking the
sympathy of his friends beenoss, under the
terms of the death duties fn the pendiug
| budget, his estato nt his death
the goverument o tax of no less than £6,5%00,-
0. Thi= will cosnpel the poor helrs 10 get
wlong with only 50,000,000,

must pay to |

THE STORY OF A MISER.

Of His Vast Herds But the Bones Now Left
to Speak of Lost Wealth.
[From the San Franclsco Examiner.]

The schooner Annile (ee is unloading a
cargo st Howard strest pler that tells a tale of
desolate death on the plains of Mexico. Ths
hold of the vessel was filled at Guaymas with
the skulls and bones of cattle that had died
many ysars ago on the parched pruiries a few
miles inland [rom the port.

The officers of the schoonsr dld not remem-
ber the name of the rich vaquero who several
decades ago ownoed the land nbout Guaymas,
longer and broader than a man could ride In
a day snd night, but the old peopls of Guay-
mas say that he d great wealth, and
that his herds of oattie were more than could
be counted, The L YRQUOTO WAS an suto-
orat with & great for cattle and gold
Bothof thess ssamed to multiply on his hands
50 rapidly that kis treasuro and herds were
almost unlimited, but he was uot satiafied, He
grew more miserly every day, and at last he
commenoad to stint the neceasitiea of life re-
quired both for himsell aod family, His life
becamo such that he lived in the most abject
squalor, gloating over his gold and forbidding
any of bis scores of slaves killing any of the
cattls for [ood. Bowstern was he that none
darsd disoboy, and atarvation in the midst of
plenty clalmed many for death, It mot only
affected the slaves, but tosuMelent good mnd
disoases carried away the membars of the old
vaquaro's family until only ho was left,

Then a blight came upon the hords. The
tlaves and the Mexicans to this day say it was
the curse of God. ‘I'he rulus stopped und the
numerous stresms which watered the wva-
quero's rich domain dried up. The Lot wun
witherad the grass, and food for thousinds of
cattle became scarce. Boon the emncinted
bodies of the starving beasts begun Lo dot the
plains, Quieckly they increased, but no rain
eame, The vain old miser hugged his gold
and prayed for only a drop of water. He suw
his cattle dylug in hundreds about him, and
in despalr he shut himesIf in his eabin,

What few sinvea remnained niive fled from
the place, and now the plains for miles areund
are dotted with the erumbling bones of the
old miser's Immensa herds. The local his-
torians of the event do not know what ba-
Foams of the old vaguero, but they think that
be died surrounded by his gold, and that he
was found that way by some strolling ma-
rauders, who took awny the treasure and
burned the house. The Mexicans about
Guaymns are now collscting the norns and
skulis and taking them to tha beash, where
they are pail & fow cents for their work,
The bones bronght by the Annie Gee are for
a loeal fertllizing compnny.

e
Not That Kind, Mr. Debs,
[From the Clhilengo Record.}

Dobs now calls upon the American peopla
to curry on the boyoott which the Amurican
Ballway Union has declared off. Debs will

discover, howaver, that the peopls who ride
io Pullman cars are not baycoiters,
e et e e
His Mistake.
[From the Chicago Rocord.]
Miss Caustigue—23en can mnever tell blus
from green,
Miss Maud—How do vou know
Miss Caustique—1 just b
piis say be wis awiully biue,

thm?

ard Cholly Addle- |

| &5 ewrita o wax

ALMOST,

She—How do you like my sult?

He—It's **out o' sight."”

HOW FORTUNES ARE MADE,

By Acute and Enterprising Minds Being
Brought 1o Practical Conditions,
{¥From the San Francisco Argonnut.]

The lurgest fortunes of the present duy bave
been sequired by applyiog an acute and en- |
terprising mind to the Improvement of the
conditions of life. Some of the lurgest among
them may be traced to the extension of the
rallrond, telograpb, and teleplione systems, to
tha sewing machine, to the automatie agri-
eultural machines, to the applicaticn o1 else-
triclty to mechanies, to new applications of
chemistry to manufactures,

Honry Bessomer, who discoversd a way to
convert carburetiod iron into steel, was b
type. Hoe rendered It possible to gridiron
this country with steel ralls, and, of course,
he pocnme a millionaire, Any voung man
who will devies a methold of mnzing nn ar-
tiele of general use at less than the pressot |
o0st, or of king It better in quality st the
same cost, will make a fortune is he did, The
rrticle noed not e an importast one 8o loag
as it s genernlly consumed,

B

y on gusr recationf The Times will
iy adilress, pwdtage peepaid, fer
nfA

| 20, whon makir

THE CRUISER MONTGOMERY,

It is to Be Hoped That the Protty Boat
is Not Hoodooed.
[From the New York Tribune]

Tt ia hoped that the now orulser Montgom-
ery is not “hoodooed,” s was the old Iro-
quods, She certainly bns bad a litle more
than hor share of tnd luck. While prepuring
for her nigh-speed trial on Tuesday, and when
half through the preliminary two-day's test,
the ernnk pln of her port engine gave way,
and the piston was driven with such foree ns
1o break through the cylinder-head and smash
it to pleces.

Another of her mishaps was on October 8
lazt, when nhout to begin hor contrastor’s ac-
eeptanes trlal,  Sho struck on Black Ledge,
New Londen harbor, and so severely aam-
agea about twenty of her plates that she had

| to be taken to Baltimore for repairs, and was

in the hunds of mechunics for several weeks.
A souplo of waeks bhefore that. ou September
proiiminacy apeed trial in
v, oon of the auxiliary steam
pipes burst and  Mr. Enshaw, chie! englneer
of the Columbian works, was terribly senlded
nnd onoe of the erew was sealdod to death,

Chesapenkes Iin

THE END OF THE BRIDE,

A Sad Picture of the Child-wife System
Tolerated in India.
[From Tempile Bar ]

A Httls girl In India went to the misslonary
school; she was a pretty, clever little thing,
and so attracted the teacher that she ventured
to visit her o ber home. She found the child
overshadowed by the horror of her approach-
fog marriage. Asa baby she had been be-
trothed, but, according to custom, she lived
in her fathar's house till she was twelve; then
she was to be taken from her own people and
given over to her husbaod, & hid little

—_—  __ ——— - |

MAR ARD SHARK.

A Fisherman Nooks a Mooster sund I
Selzed in Turm by It.
{From the St Louls Globe-Democrat)

William Muller, an sitorney of Denisom,
Tex., had an experience with & man-eating
shork at Roekport, in the Guif. Mr. Maller,
who was brought heme to-day, related the
fellowing:

“I hired & smnil gailboat, and we wers out
some distance from land when I baited my
hook and east it out. I used & new eclothes-
line, 100 to 150 feet long, for a cord, and the
hook was quite lar‘u:';romhlc six to seven

man, deformed, his face scarred with disease,
m charncter and notoriously given to

The child was terrifloed of him, and he de-
rived a ghoul-like pleasurs from Ler terror;
used to Jump at bec in the dark, make faces
at ber, and told her that ance really married
to him, and in his home, ha and his old mother
would make short work of her beanty with a
rod-hot fork, so that it would roon be difficult
to choose between their two faces,

At Inst the fatal day nrrived The mis-
slooary’s heart ached for the litle friead she
was uuable to help, and ns she went about
her work she prayed that God might save His
bapless creature,

t noon the child's mother burst Into the
bouse. *“Nahomi is dend,’” ahe cried. and the
two women hurried to her home. There was
Naboml, lying stif and eold on the floor,
looking very #lim and ohildish in her bridal
dresa and smooth, fower-crownad hewd,

It happened she had spent the morning in
restless agony of artieipation, thut (to qulet
har) hor misersble motber had bealen her,
and that afterwasd ste bad fallen into an
aputhy of despair,

Bhe had washod her little person and her
hair, bad bealded it nestly, had put on her
bridal gown, and decortuted harsoll with fow-
ers and jewelry and then had gone quietly
into the yard beliind the house, whoere n da-
turatree huog its great white trumpets against
the blue sky, dug up and atea Hitls of ite

isonous root, and then eropt buck inlo her

ome, where she now lay, cold, stark—{ree,
—_— - ———
A Popular Opimion of the Senate.
[From the Loulsrille Courler-icurnal.}

The Seoate hios wrilten its own doom, It
might bave bean forgiven the (mpotencs of
the extra sesslon; it cannot be forgiven the
insolence it now displays. The people have
us little share in its favor aa they had in jte
election. It is taintsd with scandal, honey-
combed with jobiery, beset by evil rumors
The tieker elicks noder the togn, Legisia-
tion (s snaped by the stock-jobber. Tha lobbyist
is given ear while the prople gountienrd, The
verdiet of the hallot is flouted, while protected
monopoties are asked their will, The people
have no part or lot in such & babel of seiflsh
interests,

Hi= Owm Punishment.
[From the Somervills Journual}

Indignan: Desldent —Great heavens, man!
What do you mean by bringing around a
wheezy old band orgrn, nll pur of tune, sod |
torturing everrbody in the shorhood?

Organ-grinder | pinintisy —~Well, #f #t's
bud for you, when you cnly have to Listen to
it for tive minutes, how do you think L lke
it, when I have to listen to 1t nil day lonui? |

| you.

hes long. I felt n jerk and in an instant
the line was under the boat's rudder. I asked
the boatman to reverse the sall in order that
the line could be cleared, I was oblivious to
all exeept the big flsh and us the boom swung
around it eaught me on the back betwesn the
shoulders, 1 was tumbled overboard head-
Sammoui in the water, some, forty to fifty foet
p.
“As I struek the water the fish that I had
canght, a man-eating shark, laid bold of the
ealf of my right leg. The was fearful,
and I feit mysell jorked rapldiy nown towards
the bottom of the ses. In my fall I did aot
rolax my hold onthe line, and as soon as I
realized my pesition [ knew that my life de-
pended on my ability to bold to the cord. The
strugicle I know was not long, but to me it
seomied like an nge, The cord was fastened to
n beam fn the boat, and iach by inch I gained
on my antagonist, and as eoon ns I appenrsd
on the surfnoe the boatmen came to my as-
slstanew,  The shark retained its grip on my
leg until my body wna entirely out of the
wiiter, and aven then it did not let go until
the boatmen knocked it off with an oar.
When I was safely on the inside, howsver, we
pullnd for the shore, and a2 my hook was sa-
ourely fustensd o the mouth of the shark no
troublo was sxperieneed in Innding the fah,
It wus between live and six feet long.”

- ..
THE SUMMER HOTEL.

Agony of Writing a Letter at a Popular
Senaside Resort.

Did you ever try to write a letter at a Bam-
mer hotel? If you have you probably will
never make n sevonid attempt, 8 exercise
you get mentally is nothing to the pedestrinn
Tents that you indalge in,

You ean’t write in your room because ft's
ton warm there; and, besides, you don't wang
to lose n moment of outdoor fun, So you
make & peacil and pad and hammock combi-
natlon., You start with “My dearest dear.”
and by that time you are surrounded with a
buge erowd, who came to assure you that
rumor that jos cream was to bo served for
dinner hud been proven falss, Gradually you

| #newk awny te another hammock, but the

orowd folilows, Then, in desperation, you
plunge into & dense wood, wiere you are
sure pnuthers and pslar bears reside in com-
pany with ratilesnaked and African oroco-
dilex.  No sooner do you get that peucil fixed
thin vou hear something like wafted
over your hesd

“You are heartless, Yon know I love you'™

“Te-he-ha! [dea't beliave it. Isuppose
you've said that same thing to every other
gir) here,™
“1 nlmar I hnven't! I care for noone buk

IU"!‘—-“

Thea you experience n queer feeling and
trump of with the thought that two wooden
dummise or o pair of elgar stors signs would
spoon At A summer resort.

By Many Cnross,
Author of "Ludlev’s Widow . *“T'nder Sen-
tence,” “Falan Witoess" &e,

Tha axpress from Hollywoold and elsawhera
files through the heat of Iater August, now
bLetwaon desp cuttings waving with broom
LT s and seoding grasses,
floods o! golden grain, fruit-rich orcharnds,
and lovely little villages. Passengers sig
and vawn and sleep, and grumble gonerally
at the heat and tadium of traveling.

In a frst-clnes compartment two florld
“homsoy” indlyiduals haie certainly set them-
selves to make the best of it, aad, apparet

ome-

little disturbed by the state of tho ther
ter, devour sandwiches, and “poor libsti
hing that looks, put doesa’t smell,
like weak cold ten, comparihg notes on racing

ns"

evouls past nud fatore, and the mezits of the |

music hail star,

Mrs. De la Toer i husband-hunting

2 onw of thess miphty eaters, and
after a short silones,

erocoupant of the com-

sme athlets, who hns been

weanr, his arms (oldod , bis
tehied out—to  opon his
to eolotic through Lis

Iatast

ngunt' sy

1!

Lt teend

miTI.
comes the reply, with n bals-
“Lord pity the poor old foul

3 boy:sour prapes, eh?"
kind, on my Bllie oath,
adon’t know me now, I°
+ nll hor smiles woren't
hem her pretty o
¢ was all over with mmmn
T I'lh :1’ ;‘1 oo

Mmoo un

u
figh 1o sea

n me once the ring was safeon
Pwas gualiiving for ths position

‘ 0 ellows |
jer finger. 1
nd husband to

ladyship 1'a

It my husines to kpow what vecamo of the
first—how bevas shufMed off.”
And lin e eve, nods, and takes a

Jong pull at his flask, The other man looka
interested—oven on the verge of belug ex-
eited,

¥Ou menn

" e hints,
e iz, heyond the
1 to vaul

e

hip took
btk

st through
or whether ho

vw him st o by Jove,

for belore, just s I low com-
vany, but a belter wo I ht  have
m u hottor mrn ol

F v hie went from bag 1o worss w

rall wyway, tha whols thing ended in g
EmnAll—uttor min—and botween drink and

WOrTy sof
don’t
isl
Jur

» sy the man's brain gave way, 1
w how thay may be, but he van-
nid =0 did sbio; and when she reap-
shi wans got up as a widow., She hns
e st Hollywood, where no one s
deatiiy Dolly Pearson, of the Hare
winds, with Mr=. Dorothea Do In Poer,
osmnmount, whom every one pitles as the
i tow of i man who went wrong. That's
know; a elever womnn, an adventuress
on ke, but elaver as the denes,"”
it whiat Joes sbe live on?  Credit?™
t at all. She has the luck of old Harry.
The oid man who ownoed the Hare and Hounds
leit her all ha bad, nnd some say he would
ried bher. However that mnay be,
L afier stie came back as a widow this
money drapped fnto ber baods, and there she
i#! The conteuts of the till will help her to
nuotlisr good matel; maybe some spars were
saved from the wreek, and if so, she'd have
the, thet's certain, It knocked me all out of
tlme this morning, when she drove by, look-
ing too Indy-like 1o five, staring me straight
in the fars as if she’d never scen mo in ber
Itfe belore, Another woman would have
fainted, or sought to beg or buy my sllence
nbout  old times until her big flsh  was
1nnded, but she never turned & hadr, *It's &ll
right, Dollv," thinks I, ‘vou'rs game and 1
ou » spoil sport.' It secms that uow she
is the rich young widow of a Da la Poer of
Chester, which is llke eaying a Howard
or i Stnnlsv., He's su to have treated
her badly, for she can’t bear to speak of her
munrried lifo; she Is all swest ntle martyr
nnd patient angel. Ha! ba! ha! It really is
fine, and if she catohes this new man, fletion
fsn't In it with Dolly’s luck, Who fs he, did
;»ou “k?rdhg of l.hat §|]m. my boy. No
mis. Lo illard, of Waterdals, wherever
that is,"

aw

nll

i 3

now past |

don't |

ke |

arrled, mines of Goleonda wouldn't
wept hee!  Tho best of everything wos J
1y good enough for her: and »
Sunoce,

*It way torn out a seennd adition of De Ia

Poer,
shonld be eaught in the same trap, ab?™

sell, or shoold bo; must be oldish, sines he's n
widawesr with two sons. Lord help "em if

Seems rather a pity that another man |
| votien
“Pooh, this one is able to takes care of him- |

loved
]

|
b dde-

of the Uving? Do all meon who have
the Hrst wife with ail youth's rorv
fee! thns when contempliating the
taking of a seound?

e has nakedd himsall these gquestions oftien
during the inst five weeka, and the answers
roem far off asevor, And to=day be asks

such a stepmotiier i put over them,"”

The nthinte - aat 0 guistiy in Lis eorner
that both men =tart when he abruptly rises,
| trying to foreo the wmdow lower, na if the

heat (s Increasing; probabiy they would be
| 5ttll mors startied could they know that he is
| that vory Lord Willard to whom thelr com-
| passion has been #0 frankly extendnd. He
| salsides tuto hls corner, tucks ths ends of his

mastache into his mouth, starinue fixediv at the
| puges of Panch, thonga he sees nothing of
| Dt Maurles's latest, battiing s ho Is against
an fmpuise to proclalm his ldentity to the
two men, una knoek their bends together ns
tradoesrs of n defenct less lady. Frudence
Aural aversion to a scene winthe day:
4 his ‘ar tightly, and befors his

5

£ vitlon rises ac oval face, with sedos-

¥ fnlet eves, and lips that murmur low

| mnd swe “Tat you will come back again,
YOou Ty

again on the terrose at Rossmount,
g radinnos that lves all throuch
dusplng the {ragrant, dewy

garden, sod pretty house with jts open

windows and lichtea rooms, whenee sieal
| sirntus of plainiive musie, alre. Do in Poer,
cracelul and ‘anguld, eyes and lips pathetie,
enns agalust u s plloster which holds
aloft n =reat vase brimumiog over with muosk
and lobelin,

“Why wo ead to.nlcht?” he aske with a
sudidan ssnse of stare blown out, as he looks
at her face, pals and moursful to a degree be
Lns uot seen bolors,

“Wea nre never merry when wo haar swent
muslie’ " she returns evas’vely,

Yot how py the sound of your voice
makes me,” plies, and she  gives a smile
| that enus in n =lgh,
| *“Ah, Lord Willard, yor par compliments
| &% if you mennt thee Well, I am =sorry vou

are going awav; I sunl
[ I diare thilnk, 1 bave so okl

"He glances at the hoo at the gav thiong
in the ligltsd room,and she follows his
l glance nnd answers it

“*As you s=¢, 1 bave planty—for an evening;

for o dife it i 0 difacent matier, There are

times woen I am jonoly to desolation, with-

out & eranture Lo com fort me, to. aavise e,
i 1o hely me theoup) my dark honr.

Lord Wiliard is

o' titnes governs his heart; despite the influ-

enes of time and place, s undoubted infatu-

ation for Mrs. Dala Toer, bis appreciation of
her soft loveliness, a does not express his
desir= of belng the gulde and comforter she
pecids,  She Jooks past him to the lines of
patlor hlue, low on the hourizon, aralaost wnich
rugesd trunks and alender stems ure deflned,
and a falut sigh lenves her lips for the second

& (541,

“I sheil never forget vou,™ she says: “‘re-
bor that, Lord Witlard, for 1 frel that we
shall never ineet agnin ™
| He starts and turns to her, looking at he:
in a trouvled way. “My denr Mm. Dela
Poer, why should vou think that?"

“Toun't give yon any renson, but I know
it. 1 have had such presentiments before,
| .and th~y have always been fulfilled.” And

her linnd is lilted suddenly to her beautifal

eyes; i it memory or thought of parting with
him that oversomes lar?

“This oue may pot be " hasays, nll at onece

intonsely nervons, The glimpsa of her perfact
| mouth all quivering with emction, the sight
| of ner fale bont head, appeal to his beart; he
|5 onrsfed mway by passion, and {8 just on the
pint of cinspiog bis arms nbout her, elnim=
ing for present and for fature the right to
share ber sorrows, if he canwot altogether
=hinld ber from them—when the tenor, whoss
“songs beneath the waning stars” have been
charming the ear of night, comes out with a
traln of admirers, nod the tete-a-tete Is
broken up. Mrs Da in I'oer snatehos time to
whisper plaintively, “But you will eore back
Agnin, won't youy™ Lelore other guests eluim
her attention.

Lord Willard presently takes his ieave, de-
prrting less with feelings of a lover who has
been bafMled cr deprived of his chanes than
those of & man who has eseapmd  sumething,
Strnnge how the glamour l’udea, how the
witchery of voles and look loses potency in
abssnce, and how much more clear and dis-
tinct is {he memary of the girl whose heart
kept time and tune with his from the first
duwn of love until its last throb on earth,

For itis trus that he is a widower. His
majority and bis marriage wers colobrated on
tha same day, and five years of perfect happi-
ness were bis, Then bli young wife died, and
hie bas mourned her these saven years, with-
out thought of replacing her, until his mest-
ing with Dorothea De ia Poer, if then. He
bus been introduced to ber by the genial
rector, on whoss henrt her liberal, uncsten-
tatious charitics have madw & guod impres-
#lun, and she seemed to him of the an-
gelie.  Still, why is it that when he thinks of
nis two sons the thought of them under ber
care repeis him?

Why Is it that when in his most Infatuated
moments he pletures ber in his old home, &
yision will rise befors him of the fair, pure
faos once emiling th of the fresh
voloe so long silent? Why does it seam as if
from the quiet grave she extended her band

back? Can

Han is
thy gilmmer
i stmmer nich

tone

rienda,"

!
« young man, but his haad

| fresh from the joys of Lor first

| % true that to her, at lousi

Blmsel! what sball be do?  Shall Le, as lover
ehould, offer himselfto her, without doubt or
fanr or questions Or =hall he be influehoed

Ly the conrss gossip of two hall-tiy
aad probe into the sorrows Of her punt, Tt s
i fmiposaible that what they have sald ean be

Shall be ask berto be his wife or shall
¢  Well, he will write to her from hanie
within thas next fow days nnd the question

will furever ba settied,
- - -

. - -

nelines rather tnathe
«d up well wirl

The roctory garden |
wildernesas style, but is
| big daniiae and Naming I and wver-fra-
grant oll wallflowsr. **Mrs. swtor” site on
a6 rustic bench, & bamboo tes Io beside 3
atd merrdly from the tennis lawn o
children—small stars  elrellug roond
newly risen planet of i oo

It nidatnty fignre Ina sun-e
*Inir-hatred, bineevad . 1
ndorad by tue Darradaies
uncle alike, Shesnys he
=i Iy a record of “fnyvar

{ that lier bife
wive " un
Inrtune hne ©
with both hands  full, perigs cvated by
natare’s handiwork i hee, and ¢ r Ineks
neither money nor good looks nor pretty

WRNF.
As they move tc the ten-talile —n gay
| Rroup niun slowly piusses oarrving on  lils

/0N tiorsé than | i+ just at the r

shouldor o littdn b ol
tho privet hedge,
hnnds to the vout who nre
sigrinling with thelr rmequets. The
tnrns s pale, thin face, wil dark eyes
nquiline noss, o the sume direction, and
rndses his hat with a long, shadowy haod ss
he pazaes on.

“Whao s tho plinntom?" asks Cousin
Phillppn and the eldesg Miss Darendnle, who
mantie and susceprible nge,
turns o sigh Inte n pout as sho mpliea:

*That & Mr. Do ln Poer, the new organist
Isn't he bandsome:™

“H'm—isu’t oo a little bit like n gho=t out
for ai afring?”

“0b, T bate fur, red, Leely mon, " says Kate,
with warmth., *1 think 3lr, De [a J'oer is so
mfteresting; papn sxys he Is sure thereisa
story conneetis! with him if we only knew.™

By thia time they have agrived ut Mres, Dor-
radals, who has begun ta pour out the tea,
which the bovs busy themselves in handing

Lgerly ovor
wd elnps his

¥, who

ing fruit. In the midst of their enjoyment
tho rector appekrs, cledming share ol e ro-

tion,

“Did you hear any news, dear?™

“Lord Willard is expectid home: that's ane
item. For nuother,. I'm sorry to say thit thore
is an ou break of diphtherin ™

“Oh, dear,”” &avs Mrs, Darradnle, glancing
at her “stepa nand stines” with anxiety, and
there is a litle silence. By und by one of the
resy boys hreaks it.

“Papi, Dertle Do In Poor §s coming to play
with us to-morreow; may I give hun one of the
young rabbits?™

“Why, yra, Joo, if he likes to have it. By
the way,” the rector goes on, nddresaing his
niece, **vou will bo pleased whin you hear
our yew organiet, I consider bim a very
ablo musivian,”

“Vosaw him pass just now " suvs Phil-
ippn.  “‘He l00ks a melody in the minor.™*

“T dara sny he §s anxious about the elild,™
fuys the Kindly mother; “n dear little feilow,
but not very strong."”

“Is he a widower?' Thilippa nsks, and
thero is a percoptible pause belore the rector
replies,

*N-no. In fact, I can hardly sax, The boy
calis bim papn and uncle indiscriminately,
and I never asked which reaily was the rela-
tionship. Ino fact, De ln Poer i= not the man
one can question; hels extremsly reserved
and tnciturn.  His references were unexcep-
tionatle, though, and he is a gentleman. Ha
has a class at the bigh school, and they tell
me he Is quite & muosical geplus, But ho is
vary distaut, as ho receives no visits and sys-
tematicnily declines oevery invitntion. Ho is
lees popular than I darosny he deserves to
be, and people nre very nuxious to know what
he did belore he came hern,™

“The little boy must have s lively time of
it behind such a high wall of mystery,” says
Poilippa, whose life is clear and open and
sunmy as her eyes.

“0h! as to that, De In Poer’s whole heart fs
in the boy; he is devoted to nim, and donies
him nothing. I feel that he is smiling when
he knows that Bertie s enjoying himself here
with our youngsters, And asiothe wall of
mystery, my dear, I think others have builc
it. Mr. DelnFoer is simply a rescrved,
sllent man, who declines totalk of his own
affairs, and may merely be suffering from no
artistio batred of gossip.”

Philt foels rather more (interested in
“the m;:" a senantion which dee
when she bears the waves of musie rolling
through the gray old church, rising and full-
ing beneath the long thin fingers of the man
in the threadbare coat shining at the seams,
Ehe wishes that ha had not quite such a

face, and is anxious to g2

| to hold him. the dead be jealous |

sny way

nbout, whilst Kute presides over some templ- |

But he i= n beight, Innghing, litle fellow,

whn flitters into the rectory garden ke n
vutterfiy such n wi happy -
enslly pieased, so lovipg, with noue oo ehild-

hood’s uncanssious s«iflshness, that Philipp
falls in love with him ot onee, snd he, bénom- |
Ing hor stvve with  squal rapldity, s nhek- |
named her Little swesthieart,  He listans to
the wildest legends of faleyland with wnigums-
tioning beliel when th=y flow from ber lips;
trote beside ber when chie pathers fralt or
Mowers, delizhited to enrry hier brsket ar scls-
saora: Nnds he t tennip. mnd she de-
cliires tl t will and In her stesling bim,

r balls

One day shie Dl been distrivuting tozs
among ber cousins, and presonts Bartis with
n wondertul picturs vk, ovar whish he

hangs witl Qushed cheska and dilatied eyes,
then looks up gravely to ask “If he may lenil
this to Jim?™

“Wha ks Jim? Philippa ssks, and the ex-
planng

eant wal

Lis matnn
for him,

he hns n

lronks or

ne;

n't buy

o
May I let him wes d

.rl\-r"m-.r.-'-l: s given: and ““Wha

I nsks, wilidly, ol her
nnnle; sho : w henrt™ ia
Inading Yer bug the reclo
15 atim toth t upon the subjeet,

“Jim! must menn  that

erippled

brenk

Hizs Inther
sr wnshes, so this
Well done, vour

=(Ms.
nid hie mx

Phalippe
4

v umver anw any ons with erutehes
! ways Philipes. I wonder if his un-
aline=s {8 harsditnry?’” |
pmehov: she s pot loelined to think so.
Mr. Do Ia Poer reatalos unapproschnbls even
thromeh his cuild, and she does not sea why
ho shonld  keop th
leogih with the rest of the okl
surely be an ox. sptios made here,
“He A strange. unseciable ereaturs,”
eayn one of the Mrs, Unndours of the nelgh-
harbood, an exeellent woman, wha - always
linding somothing or come one neainst whom
ome nne elss shonid b warned, by theae
menns heeping nspociosal fiery cross inactive
cirenintion amone ner aoqunintances.  *J 2m
thi lasi porson in ths world to speak il of an-
other, out at times I really do thiuk that Mr,
De Tw Poerds an escantdd couviel, Dear Mr,
Dinreadale 18 so confid ing, =0 upsuspicious, o
birosd and wide.” she savs, sighing; the nd-
Jectives, of course, referring to the good rec-
tor's mind, not to his personnl appencance,
An esenped conviet! There souarcely conld
ba & more ridiculons theory, Philippa thinks,
docdding that this lady has probuabiy been
ehie! builider of tha wall of mystery. But |
whntsoeyer may be eaid of Mr. De la foerin |
uther respocts, noone can flod fault with his |

there might

fro<timent, nnd his wife puts ber diurnal ques- | treatment of his boy or auestion his 4 clion,

Tho sad, grave face lghts up ot e sfeht of |
Fertie, and is transfigured. He seems oon- |
tent with this compunionship, and seoks no
other: nud olten they are seen wandaring
away together to the woods or the common,

| Bertie earried shoulder Ligh, inughing aod |
| trinmphant,

never-smiled-again
the boy at close quarters, to know if he is in
shadowed by the paternal gloom. |

A breath of excitement passes through |
Waterdale: Lord Wilinrd is coming ho,.e, and
the culmueys of the great house are boglnning |
to send uy smoko-sigauls; people wonder if |
ho will “eotertatin,” il he wili bring down a
shooting-party, and tradesfolk rub expectant
hands: for his lordship mnintains his estub- |
labmenst i & liberal seale, and thers is no
“sehovso-paring™ fn his housshold.

“What lins became of my little sweeotheart?" |
wonders Philippa, one mamorabls day, when
two or thres days have slipped away without
hringing Bertle 1o the rectory, **Ferhaps Mr.
De ia Poer thinks Le is being spoiled nmong |
us!"

She hns just come In from awalk and meots |
her unele st the gate, to be struck by his un- |
usunl gravity,

“This 1s sad news," ho snys; ";_mor little De
la Poer is down with diphtheria,’
“0b, unele! But how did it reach him?"

“Why. that boy Colson hns it badly, and
that stupid mother ol his allowsd Mertie in to
sev him, with this result, The child ran neroas
from his fnther's to ask for Jim—missing him,
I suppose—and she must nesds tuke the child
mto the very room. Itold her what I thought
of her! No wonder thesickness is spread-

“Is Bertin very ili7"" she falters,
ing!"™

“I fear so. I sball go back later on, though,
T assurs you, I feel very helpless in this cuse,
1 hope the child may bo spared.” And the
rector’s kind eyes rest on his own darlings,
healtbiul, and numerous, and grow dim as he
thinks of the tiny, pain-blanched face he bose
just seen. What il the one sunbeam on s
dark and Jonely wnay be quenched? What
will follow such o loss? Yet what is Christl-
anity worth il we cannot submit without
question to supreme wisdom and omniseient
guidance? He has several duty calls to pay,
several sick beds to visit, bafore he ean go to
the cottage where the De la Poers live, Half-
way down the deep green lane leading to it
he sees the well-known llunud.llnlnfthmngh
the twilight more and more, untiithey ars
face to face, and the question falls eagerly
::?ulhh Hps: “Howls Bertie? Is he bet-

“‘Yes. He ls better."

kindly restor at arm’s |

“S5ines he lllr:-l, balf an hour ago,” he says,
in vold, steady tones, *‘perhnpa I should say
thnt ke is well,””

Mr. Darrpdadn ehokes:

e has no words

a | of eomfort ready—belng over-powersd by bis

own griel for the ehfld who has Inaghed his
wiy [uto evers heart Tlis wno suddeniy
turis uside, bowisg his head opon his aem,

“Ok wy God! my denr littla boy,” ha
gronns, passponste buman feshing breaking
down all his seit-restralot aud Jopg-studied
eantrol, It is_ however, ouly for s moment,
then hie stands erect, his teeth set hard on
his lip, and in repiy to the restor’s question
if he can do anytbing, says, *No, there is
nothinge o be oot gratefully, but
wiith atreading down of his own emotions,
which may be bhabitual, and wlich conveys
the fmpression that to him [ifs meéans only
Lo

done’

wior goss home, ufing his handker-
,and telia them there what
the ehildesu listen tn aws,
wite to realize the menuing
Hippn breaks Jdown alte-
r litle sweetheart,
do ansthiog for Mr. Dela
*It 12 50 sac

rior sake o
“And can’s we
Poer¥"' nels Mrs., Darradale,
that he shoald be [aft nlone.™

I dnney be prefors i1, §a38 the rector; and
s Is right.

After the gulet fanearal the restor detnins
the ouly maon

roer, who has stood silent nud
during tha mournful serviee—a
- out tn Lis forehead alone be-
vg by *that an efflort he presorves his
~and lnys a kind bEand on Lis

RUre
er.
“T do not like to think of you alcne, nnd
unconsciousiy « encouraging sorrow by soii-
tuds.'" he says. should be glad I vou
¥ walk over 10 m: house before long;
oly mysell and my wils, 1

1l mesdt

“That 't you," returns De la Poar: “indesd
1 hinve muoeh 1o thank von for; but I am un-

able 20 do so yet. A great deal— perhnps, in-
| dend, all—the Kappiness of Bertie's life hero
was du the Kinduess of you and yours,

Bur believe me that st present I sm best
nlone,*

Seill, the rector feels (hat the *‘at present™
8 n soneesiiod and implies that st some fu-
ture time Do In Poer may yvield,

Phali chiokes when, for the first time,
ehe e tiny grave Tha snd, still
putumo nir {s benvy with scont ol [ading
tlowers,  There s everywhero that hush only
onét 2top removisd from  perfoot silence, when
the faded leal falls without o sound, nod the
long wrass stirs with searcely a rustie. The
etiurch is epon, nnd she hears the organ
throbibfuge: ' or wves fll.  When to her the
death of this little one hns been 8o muoeh,
what i# it to tho man left Jesolate? llow ean
she grasp the fullness of bis pais,comprebend
the depth of his sortow, the vain hearkening

|

| monev comiog in, and father taken todrink!™

for Lue usping letle voics, the pattering fee:, |

the nseless leogiog wor the ingocent compan-
jonshin nnd Jov

V0 ien shie raises hor head she sees Do la
Yoer standing Yelore
endnrerous than aver, mors attenunted, but
shesees him only for a moment bafore tears
biiud her—she has thought that if they met
shie wonld speak to him consolingly, and,
after all, she can only ery,

[ am =o sor:+ for you,” nt length she snys,
and can say uo more, but the worls sxpress
that pure comprssion which surely is true
wamnnhood,

“Thae': yon,' he says, with dry lips; “you
wers alwiy: good to him, aud be loved you,
1 il some comiort I the knowleden that he
had wou so much afection; it means that his
Hithe dife was huppy."

He stops and lvoka silently at the flowers
she has Inid on the grave, aod, much moved,
thuanks her by n gesturs,

As shie gous home a pony phaston s driven

| past by handsome, happy Lord Willard, who

15 instrueting bis son and heir in the mys-
teries of the reins; and the gisl feels an odd re-
sentment of his good fortupe, of his flne
physique, of the very flag Inzily foldiog and
un!altrlllng itself on Wiilard tower In honor of
his arrival, Further on sh* moeels Mr, Deln
Poer's lundlndy, who is brimming over with
details of the boy's death nnd the man’s grief,
and her emotions undergo a change; hasten-
Ing home she burats into the room whers the
rector #its eomposing his sermon, her throat
and boart baroiog.

s Docle, that man s starving!™

“My dear girl," ha cries, startled, “‘what
man? Whichy Where?™

“Mr. D¢ Is Poer,”” she says, gasplag, all
her pretty roses withered. **Mrs. Bocker has
just been telling me: he has alwaya been poor.
Oh, unele, can’t you sea that s the reason of
his reserve and seclusion, He has deoled
hims=all everything for Bertie's sake, but he
is poorer than ever now; he lives on teaand
dry bread. Oh, uncle, we must, we surely
can do something?"’

The rector hears thess incohorent sen-
tences with & puzled frown. Here is & mys-
tary, How is this abject to be ao-
counterd for, unless by the in the
background of some one with & claim that
may not be denled. Otherwise he surely
would have had sufficient to meet the extra
expenses entafled by sickness nod death, bav-
ing no personal extravagances, belng Indeed

ter; he Inoks mors |

| mother, whose child wili be spared to her,

styled “stingy™ and n miser,
“The woman may have g
Mr. Darradale, miidly. “However, 1 nﬂ"u
sk Lord Willurd to use his on be-
| balf of De la Foer. i
.

evaning he letakes himself to the
initted by Dala Poer
Jiimself, Perhaps the rector ooz nbout him
more ot@ersnutly than belors: At any rat= tle
painful, bare usatness of the room saems re.
vealed 1o him for the first thine. The man is
wan and thin, his eves have the strained ex-
pression that tells of overwork; his coat, even
more threadbare thao the one
of doors, hangs loosely about him, and his
moevements are ‘nert and langubd,

o] epras to ask,” begins the reetor, after a
prolonged ft of eoughiug, i you would
spand an bour or two with us on Fanday—-no |
one thees but cureslves —anil we will allow
yOu to go away whonever voin wish? Yoo are
sbutting voursell up foo mueh.,” Mr. Dela
Poer ¢lghs and looks do no doaht renem-
bering what he owes to the Durradales, re-
fosal is diffled

“It s lor

lensgre, no. for vour own,"

snvs the roo *so | hope you will ot
think abo Now 1 have something I
to ask on my wile's Lebail, She ink= that |

to0 often |
of sorrow,

yonu are neglect
does, my dear Do ln Poer
nnd she is son ! grapes.and that,
16 coax your apj e itd—you hnow how wotnes
love (o eoddle, 'Uhe fruit is from oor own
vinery, &0 [ know it s good,” is, for he
neyv Tors one n thing ak il Yo wers 2lad to |
be il of it, nr with the deprssintion of a gift, |
soird W B> many, aud
ne takes his departure, leaving Mr.
rto reflee

“after opeof the Dacradale malds

YOu &

b
nen

form

Short]
comes with s basket s
and Invely bloomy gra
good to e caten;

0k almost 100 |
othing tempt-
which e has long been |
his lifted s=omm of the |
cheil month, when |
i twhi dominnies his whole life,
of & poedessity gooe than his owo, arises,
and preseutiy e has made his way to the poor
cottage where slokness is rife, and want by uo
wieans i unfamiline presence,

Mrs, Uoison her=sll opens the shaky door,
and, recogn her visitor, Is at onee on the

usi rever meant to Liarm bis Tittie

it woutild cheer Jim up

' nan as was always <o

feank and froe, and aty wav be ne 't come

to reproach her now in bher trour when

slokness and sorrow nnid work are like to

drive har distroctesd. M, De I Poor’s quiet |
volos cuts throogh her violuble sentenpes,

“1 have not come to reprosch you; I know
you meant no harmn’ +Jim was kind
to my bor.aad I h
for him, if e may bave tl

Mrs, Colson instantly dissolves in tears,

“Oh, the Lord bless you!” she eries, *“For
von are a good man; aond, indeed, my hea
Is broke with thein saslng 1t's mo as mad
vair boy lil, und Jim belng so low, and no

ing in the daintios
unaccustomed, and lie
ruit to hi=

0

to =g o pent

As he passea in she tonches his arm anid
whispers that Jim doesn’t knove, and be nnler-
stands her. Hn goes @ravaly smoiling to the
poor lnd, wasted nn aneas, his
erntali in a corper, his hands, b and white,
closed round a hanl, hall-eaten apple; the
hallow eves light up when they see the purplo |
fruit nestling among tho cool groen ‘eav -1, |
and the dellcades he <capcely knows by
name. He iz wure Master Hertie Lis sent
these. and Do i Poer does not nndeeslve him,
He ssys some encouraying word to the

gind to 1ell her so with convietion, and zhe
erles agaln, bisssing him more fervenily than
(0

When the rector presents himsell at Willard
Tower, he Ands my lord acting as propelier of
# ~mall cart'’ to his bovs, who are full of the
exubarant spirits j eculinr to their years wnd
perfect health. He is in no wise disconcerted
it being discoversd in this Jmmble position,
greeting his visitor condinily, and asking after
each member of the family by szme, which

roves that he @8 0 ToFal memory.

"lie rector leads gradoslly up to the subject
of De la Poer, of whom he relates all the good
he knows, guided by the light throwa by dis-
eovery of the poverty borne io silence, Lond
Willurd turns a littie pale, hls [ace I8 some-
what hard; hie certuinly Is npot moved as the
rector hias expected, and though aware that
no one ean Jdo n gracious act more graciously
than bis lordabip, he caunot help fearing that
not mueh practical sympathy will be forth-
coming.

Composed to coldness, outwardly, Lord
Wiilard is on fire within. Good heavens ! has
there bean truth in that vile story? Can It
be possible that the mun he js asked to help
is husband of the womau he bas thought of
marrying? Is he standing indoed on the
brink of 40 klack & pit? He Mings open the
window, with mueh the same action us when
be beard her nmmne familiarly attersd by
conrse nod vulgar lips, fesling as if some
erisis of his fate hail come,

Bv and by to  his rescue come the
generosity and kindliness of bis cha =

ba woars out | 3

#ven if his own errors and excesses bhave
brought him to this pass: The boys troop
past the window with jingling rein and hare
ness, turnlug laughing faces fatherwards, as
il ssking him to hasten and share the fon,

“Porhaps yon ean puess why I have sent
for you,” says Lord Willamd; he nods ot his
wild darllngs, and shakes a pnternal fist. As
de la Poer doss not reply he resumes:
wmn cannot go on playing horses foraver, [
want you to sonsider how you would lke the
ehiarge of my youngsters, Mr. Darradnle
thinks it high time they bad & better tutor
than mysell, nod with his usunl kindness re-
Heved of some troubls by recommending
vou, Don't decide hastily; think about it and
wo will compare notes at the end of the
week.”

The pals fase flushes—the museles of the
inng. thin throat work eonvulsively: sod
Lerd Willard is all at onee sefzed with anxiety
about his flowsr beds—the boys are so careless
it woald 1,

Presantly he jeaves the window, and sits
down mezaln, o Hitle embarrassed now,

*The nex tion,” he saye, *is personaly
and I first wish you to believe that only the
st poesible rensons induce meto ask
it. I have made the asquaintances of a M,
Dorathea De Poer: ber husband wons & De
s Poer, of Cluster, Do vou know her 7"

#Yes: 1 know her.”" Every word seemas to
bae drageed forth, when after o longthy pause,
the reply eomes, My only brother married
her"

Lord Wiliard broathes again. After all, i
is not so bad, He so evidently “*asks for
more” with eager eves and brows that De s
P'oer pesumes, in o tone studiously cold and
Impassive:

“Ha fsll among bad company, and married
beneath bim. It wusan unfortunate marriage,
unid ended in uatter ruin.  All that he had
went, all that [ kad went to support a falling
houss, When evervihing was lost, and the
old home had to be sold, my brother sent fop
ma and committed his child to my eare.™

He stops here, wiping some molsture from
his forehisnd, nnd Lord Wiliard looks down.

“I am sorey,” he says, “deeply sorry to
pain you. Don't tell me any more, Iin-
tendid asking Mra, Do ln Poer to be my wiles,
and I think she has encouraged me, T hope
vou consider that suflicient to justily my in-
quiry?”

! It la Poer stares for A moment ortwo, thea
colors dreply. )

“Perhings 1 tind bettar finish my story,” he
anya. My brother left his child to my cars
becnnss he knaw his own [nte, and that
shortiy he would be dead to the world, and
he did not look upon his wife as a fit guard-
fun; It was arcsnged privately among us,
Sho hos bean o little promature in her sncour-
agement of you, since Bertram is still Urving,
thoagh his daye are nnmbered.”

“Arn you sure?” eries Lord Willinrd springe
ing up.

“I should be, sine I maintain him in the
nsylum. As this is of vital importance to you
I am willivz to show you the latest letters
{rom the doctors.™

3 —who —does ghe kaow—'
ha iz 80 Lenr death? 1 should say
that sbe does, and that may explain her
cundact to vou,™

Lord Wilinrid hns not meant to finish his
question in that way, baviog the hope that
Mre, D la Posr may have believédd her bus-
land dead, He shudders with o sudden siek
loathing,

“Has sha been always wiiling that you
should have entire cure of her son 7 ho nsks,
at last: **Hnsshe loft you to maintain hus-
band and child alike

“Why not#" says Dula Pobr, imply. “T
am o man, she n woman; amd, ns 1 under-
stand, in comparstive poverty herssll. It may
tax her powers sufliclently to support hersell,
but she nns never sought help from me; she
has washed her hands of us, one nod all.™

The autumn flowers and the smooth lawa
amd the winding path are melted into one
blurred mass Lofore Lord Willard's eyes: the
voices of his chilidren sound dim and remote;
e eannot anderstand this sslf-abnegation, this
patient bearing of =0 many burdens, hall so
clearly as he understands what he has eseaped,
The itttle bijou house, aod the dainty mistress
are hideous in bis eyes. What s she but “‘a
basil plant flourisbing wonderfully on the
bralns of a murdered man?” Well, ber pre=
seutiment is fulfltled; she will never sos him
again.  He feels thot he should “go down om
his knees and thank heaven, fasting,” that he
was ot earcied by impulss and passion to his
own destruction.

A woek Inter Philippn, walking homeward
from m woodland ramble, Inden with mauy
tiutedd leaves and brown cones, I8 overtaken
by Mr. De la Poer, and thus she is the fest to
hear of gnd to congratulate him on his new
appointment. They are al the rectory gale
when Le takes Inave of her, excusing himself

m going inside,
2 it is always to be ‘No¥' ™ she

enabling bim to set aside all feelings
and prejudices, **Well , well edoested
with oadeniable references,” be repeats; wf
will take bim at your word, rector. 1 will do
what I can.™

The result of this intarview ls, in the first
Elﬂ., the writing of a note in which Lord

illard earnestly begs the favor ol a wisit
from Mr. Do Ia Poer; in the ancond, Mr. De ia

presenting himeel!

hl’olt'! in reply at Willard
'wer.
Ho looks pale, thin, and ill, and Lord Wil-
Iard foels that he cazaot help pitying bim,
ik - . 1 ! - o

says, with resignation.
*1 will not refuse when next you ask me,™

he tells ber.
*Very wall, then: I will hold you to your
mise," she returns, m.
At some distance he looks

the
back, 10 ses her still standing at the old gate,
her face, in its 5 like bloom and
turned toward him: this much he sees,
not the day when jts brightest smile, ita
est welcome, its lovellest glow, shall be
him nlone—yet even now such day
ing. and out of darknsss shall come




